I wanted to warm Bapu up, but he cooled me
down, instead! Softly he asked : "And what is the height
of the rainfall that drops from the sky?" I hope I did
not look as foolish as I felt. I realized that I was talking
to one whose mind was incapable of being shaken by
desire. I stopped trying to lure him, but offered another
suggestion. "Very well, Bapu. Don't come if you don't
feel like it. But do send Mahadevbhai. He'll never come
unless you give him leave." Bapu's reply was prompt,
brief, and to the point : "Mahadev will not go. I am
his Gersoppa." I had completely forgotten that this
was their Toung India day. Even in the midst of that
whirlwind tour, the burden of those two papers, Toung
India and Navajivan, remained on their shoulders. Had
they not written their articles that day, those two papers
would have remained blank, and could not have appeared
at all. I was annoyed. I said : "You are not coming, and
you are not sending Mahadev either. Then what is the
use of my going?" Bapu said very gently : c<No, no.
You must see Gersoppa! It is your duty. You are a teacher,
you see. If you go and see it, you will be able to give
your students a fine lesson in geography. You simply
must go."
Well, I needed no further encouragement! From
childhood I had been hearing tales of Gersoppa, and
the longing to see it had grown with the years. And
here was my heart's desire presented to me on a golden
platter, and, moreover, as a duty, by Bapu I So I saw
Gersoppa and was content.
*                 *                 *
About 15 years after this, Bapu sent Mahadevbhai
to Mysore on a mission which necessitated his meeting
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